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	I need help you

Luke was anxiously wringing his hands. He was apprehensive, scared, terrified, many words to describe how he was feeling. He wasn't going to deny how worried he was. It wasn't every day he finally figured out the strange feelings he always felt while drifting around the professor were indeed directed towards him and they were love. He quietly hoped the professor felt the same way, but at the same time, he was just a slightly overweight stubby short little 13 year old who hardly looked a day over 8 years old.

"Who could love a stupid dumb overweight brat like me?" He told himself.

He knew the professor would consider his morals over his emotions and would fear arrest for being in a relationship with a small child. So, he perched on the side of the professor's bed early in the morning, going against any sense of logic or reasonable thinking. He didn't want to keep his feelings secret anymore.

"P-professah, I..." Luke was awkwardly trying to spit out what he wanted to say.

"Luke, if you want to tell me, then..." Layton sat up and put a hand on his shoulder. "You can tell me anything, you know... is... something going on?"

"W-why would you say that?" Luke got the feeling there was no turning back now.

"You've been acting strange over the past few days..." Layton whispered in his concerned soft voice.

"I... I l-like someone." Luke whispered nervously. His cheeks were the colour of deep crimson roses.

"Oh?" Layton paused. "And who is that lucky person?"

"I... I... I l-l-like, I..." Luke jumped into Layton's arms. "I love you, professah!"

Layton's silence and surprise left a sinking feeling in Luke's heart.

"D-do you h-h-h-h-hate me?" Luke's voice became a hoarse stammer.

"L-Luke-"

Luke fled the room without giving Layton the chance to respond. He fled into his own room, slamming the door, he collapsed on his bed and buried his face in the pillow to sob. What the hell was he thinking? He wept uselessly.

"N-now the professah m-must hate me..."

His mind was a whirlwind of images and confusing emotions that he was not able to identify. He still had no idea how to react to anything or whether the professor hated him or not, he was upset from the lack of response. But he felt pathetic and he was trying not to cry. A gentleman doesn't cry.

He didn't know how long he was crying and he had a pounding headache which he wished could erase what had happened. He had no idea how long it had been before feeling someone sit down on the bed, and a handbeginning to carefully stroke his back.

"Luke... you're still a child." Layton was whispering in a soft calming voice again. "You don't know what love is yet, I'm not going to hate you for that..." He gently stroked his hair and carefully touched it.

"Why wouldn't I know?!" Luke growled and turned to see Layton looking concerned. "I... I..." He tried to say something more, tell Layton he wanted him, but felt tears spring to his eyes and he just returned his face to the pillow. Layton could only sigh and get up, walking towards the door and shutting it behind him.

In the end, it was better to have stayed quiet.

Time passed as if nothing had happened. The professor was equally quite as always while Luke wondered if his soul was somehow made of stone, but judging by what had happened with Claire he had a feeling the professor didn't want to fall in love again, in fear or respect.

"Professah! Thanks for letting me stay!" Luke smiled and beamed as Layton helped him with some bags.

"No problem, my boy, I'm glad you're here." He smiled and made Luke's heart sting. "I thought you'd get here earlier. By the way, Flora is in the kitchen if you want to talk to her." The professor went up the stairs carrying Luke's things.

Layton seemed to have forgotten the incident a few days prior, much to Luke's relief. He expected it, however, and it hurt somehow. He drifted to the kitchen to see Flora in her usual attire, wearing an apron and cleaning some things up.

"Hi Flora!" Luke greeted her in a bubbly tone. "How are you? My parents let me stay a few months~"

Flora turned and quickly adjusted the apron she was wearing, smiling in return.

"Good to see you!" She held out a cookie in her palm. "I baked these earlier, but I get the feeling the professor is just going to forget I exist again..."

Luke quickly discovered that Flora's cooking was awful. He quietly hid the cookie outside in a poorly maintained garden and wondered how Layton hadn't died of food poisoning yet. He felt a little jealous that she was the one keeping the professor company rather than him. He told himself that now was not the time for his feelings and he didn't have them.

Even though he knew it was a lie.

Note:

Hey, a friend helped to translate this


End file.
